Ill
*r
MANSION  HOUSE  DINNER.                   295
Nell Gwynne, in " the King's Rival," was an admirable piece of comedy, worthy of the best days of the Drama; and, if the play had been equally well acted in more pretentious parts, I have no doubt that it-would have been a great success; but, in the serious scenes, it was allowed to flag horribly. Both Tom Taylor and Charles Reade will bear me out in this, I am sure, from what fell from them immediately after the play on the first night. I played the King to oblige Charles Reade, although I had the choice of characters; but he considered it easier to find a Richmond than a King Charles, and I accepted the less interesting, but more difficult part, at his request. I received his and Tom Taylor's thanks, after the first performance. The play itself is an excellent one, and ought to have succeeded. It would have done so, too, had there been a competent stage director. Had Mr. WALLACE:, for example, put it on the stage, it would liave been a certain success.
This short season at the St. James' Theatre was another proof to me that it was time to quit the Stage. So powerfully had this feeling grown on me, that I continually had a fancy that I heard ringing in my ears, the "Witch's ominous words in Macbeth,
" Harper cries 'tis time ! *tis time / "
So, I ran down to St. Leonard's, aforesaid, for a few weeks, and there shook off a violent attack of cold that had seized me. I was summoned back to town by an invitation from SIR JAMES MOON, the Lord Mayor, to a special dinner at the Mansion House, to be given by him, on the 27th Feb., to the memberse, was near its end: it had become a vehicle for spectacle, and illegitimate attraction of various kinds. I felt, at all events, that what little talent God had given me was misplaced on the stage.ollowing incident to relate. While finishing my studies for the law, in early life, I wrote a one-act interlude,and artistic.
